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TheYragedie if 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither j 
Thusplatcdin habilimentsofwarre. 

And formally according to our la we, 

Dc pole him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. W Hat is thy name ? and wherfore comft thou hither?- 
Before kingRichard in his royall lifts. 

Againft whomcomes thou? and whats thy quarrell? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee heauen. 

Bui. Harry of Hcrford,Lancafter andDarbie 
Am 1, who ready here do ftar.d in Artncs 
To proue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of NorfFolkc, 

That he is a traitour foulc and dangerous, 

To God ofheauen, king Richardand tome: 

And asl trucly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar. On painc of death, no perfon be fb bold* 

Or daring, hardy, as to touch the liftes. 

Except the Martial l and fuch officers 
Appoynted to dircff thefe faire defignes. 

But. Lord Martial!, let me kifle my Souercigacs hand; 
And bow my knee before his Maieftie, 

Far Mowbray and my felfe arc like two men. 

That vow a long and wearic pilgrimage. 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue, 

A nd louing fare well of our leuerall friejids. 

Mar. T he appe Slant ifi all duety grretes your Highness 
And craues to kifle your hand, and take his leaue. 

King We will dclccnd and fold him in our armcs s 
Coofin of Herford.as thy caufe is right. 

So be thy fortune in this royall fight: 

Farewell my bloud, which if to day thou fhcad, 

Lament we may, but not reuenge the dead, 

Bui. Olet noncblc cie prophane a teare 
For mc,ir 1 be gordc with Mowbraies fpcare : 

As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird,doIwith Mowbray fight. 

My lcuing Lord, 1 take my leaue of you: 




King Richard the fecend* 

Of you (my noble coufin) Lord Aumarlc, 

Not ficke although I haue to do with death. 

But lufty.yongand checrely drawing breth: 

Loc, as at'Engliflrfeaflsfo I regreet 

The daintieft laft. to make the end molt fweet. 

Oh thou the earthly Authourofmy bloud, 

Whofe youthfull fpiriteinmc regenerate 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp. 

To reach at Victory aboue my head: 

Addc proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy blcfsings ftcele my launces point. 

That it may enter Mowbraies waxen cote. 

Andfurbifh new the name oflohn a Gaunt, 

Euen in the luftie hauiour of his fonne. 

Gaunt. God in thy good caufe make thee profperous, 
Befwiftlikc lightning in the execution, 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caske 
O: thy aductfe pernitious enemy, 

Rowze vp thy youthfull bloud, be valiant and line, 

Bui. Mine innocence and faint George to thriue. 

Mowb. How euer God orFortunc call my lot. 

There hues or dies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyall,iuft»and vpright Gentleman; 

Neuer did captiue with a freer heart 
Call off his chaincs ofbondage.and embrace 
His golden vncontrould enfranchifmenr. 

More than my dauncing foulc doth celebrate 
This feaft of battle with mine aduerlarie, 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Pecres, 

Take from my mouth the wifhpfhappy yccres a 
As gentle, and as iocund as to left 
Go I to fight, tiuth hatha quiet bred. 

King Farewell (my Lord) fecurely I cfpie, 

Vertuc with Valour couched in rhine eic» 

Order the triall Martiall,and beginne. 

Mart. Harry of Herford.Lancafler and Darbyi 
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